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Of all created things, the loveliest. 2 Le 


‘And most divine are children, No.9 ee 
—William Canton. Se 
March 1995 


Dear children, 

As a boy, Tused to dream about my future. What 
am J going to be? A doctor? An engineer? A Phar- 
macist? 

T very mach wanted to be an aeronautical engi 
neen the second choice being practice of medicine, 
But my marks were aot good enough to gain ad- 
mission into an engineering or medical college, 

“On that case J will become a pilot,” T decided, 
which would in a way satisfy my ambition to work 
with aeroplanes. So, while continuing my college 
course, J alse joined the 
flying club. In those 
days, it was not very 
costly. Just handred ru- 
pees to become a mem- 
ben besides which you 
had te pay for flving time 
whenever your turn 


comes. 





J exhausted all my 
savings to become a 
proud mambar of tha fly= 
ing club. T was sure that 
when my father came to 
know of this, he would 
realize and appreciate 





my deep involvement, 

and come to my help by paying for flying time. 
Unfortunately for me, before T could broach the 

subject, my father fe sly ill and died soon 


Several responsibilities fellon my young shoul- 












aq 
ders 


Now T hae the money to pay for flying time 
and to get a pilot's lic 





ense. But other considera~ 
tions took precedence, and J never visited the fly- 
ing club again, 


Even now, more than forty years laten, whenever 





ee a jet take off or land J feel a pang in my 





heart, So you si 
it to be, Only a few are lucky to get what they dream 
of, Others should learn to find happiness in what 


», life is not alvays what you want 





they have. The only way te achieve this happiness 


is, to give your best to whatever you are doing. 


ae 


Mg. Edhitor, 
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‘AckDeN OF nino BeCONATON NEED WE SAY MORE 








2 Many of us do not follow Wratic rules. 

Every one (even pedestrians) must learn 

and follow these rules. Only then can we 
‘void accidents on the road, 

Ashwini N., aged 12, 

St Paul's Convent, Davanagere, 


Doar Editor, 
© _Lamwriing on behalt of many citizen 
not only in Madras city, but in many parts of 











our country, 

The corner ofthe street in which | lve, 
is the venue for the meotings held by all 
types of people — political, religious and 
social, About two hours before the meeting 
begins, loudspeakers bare out songs and 
speeches. The meeting itself goes on tl 
about midnight, causing maximum distur- 
‘bance to the residents, 

It is important that they stop this nui 
ssance, especially when students are busy 
studying for exams. 
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Meetings are important and necessary, 
but should not be a disturbanc 
‘S.Savitha, aged 13, 

Rosary Mat, H.S.S., Madras 











Dear Eaitor, 
© read Maethen Mani by Bijoya Devi 
Naix(November issue) and Smal! Truths 
Which Go Unnoticedby Bindu (January is- 
sue). Bijoya is my class-mate and Bindu is 
imy cousin. My mother was so impressed 
by Bindu Akka’s witing and wanted me to 
write too. She said, ‘Why don't you write 
articles, ike Bindu Akka and Bijoya do? I's 
okay itis not published. You should keep 
ontrying." That's how | came to wit this, 
Preetha K. 
Holy Angel's Convent School, 
Vanchiyoor, 











Dear Editor, 

Potato Puri (January'9S issue) was 
‘ory tasty. | prepared this dish and every- 
‘one at home enjoyed it, My sister finished 
off the last bt oft | am really sad to tll you 
that I did not get to eat potato puri to my 
hhear’s content,or there wasn't any left! 
‘Thank you Neelimal All of us enjoyed your 


recipe. 
Joan Leela Madhta, aged 15, 

‘Stoseph’s High School, 

Dharwar - 580 003. 


Dear Editor, 

In most Government offices, employ- 
‘208 refuse to work for a few minutes after 
the usual closing time. 

Once, one of my friends, was seriously 
injured in an accident. She was taken tothe 
‘government hospital. Bu the doctor refused 
{o treat her, as it was already quarter past 
five, (Five was closing time.) | think it was 
bbad for the doctor to act this way I is his 
‘duty to treat any pationt who comes to him, 

A.Archana, aged 14, 


Webster's H.S.S., Bangalore - 560 050. 





Dear Editor, 
©) Many times at railway stations, 





S00 


‘poor children being forced to beg against 
thoir will The mothers thrash them i they 





refuse to Jc. | once saw a 
father snatching away some 
‘money that his daughter had 
collected, He thrashed the 
‘il until she fainted. Even though many 
people were standing and watching the 
Scene, not one came to the gins aid 
Piya Bose, aged 12, 
Sacred Heart Convent School, 
Jamshedpur. 


Dear Piya, 
You have not given your address. 





Please sond i to us. Ed, 


Dear Editor, 
5. met Aishwarya Ral when 
Madras. | told her that | was interested in 
‘modolling, She said that | should finish my 
studies, before | pursue it as a c 


agree with her. 
Divya G., aged 13, 
‘Abacus School, Madr 














Snippe' 





from our readet 





Tho Shakuni Plan is very interesting, 
Sriram, S.Srinivasan and 
\V.Guruprasad, Madi 





©) Can you spare a Minute? (December 
lssue) by Sridevi was good. | completely 
agroo with her, 

GeetanjaliB., aged 13, 





© Can we send stories from our text- 
books? 

BuNitin, aged 11, VS, 

Bangalore. 

No Nitin, we prefer original con- 











{nbutions. Ed, 
‘Acknowledgement 
“The Mole's Castle’ episode of Appu| 





‘and Kuku in the last issue, was based| 
‘ona story sent by Debashis Nandi, Std 
V, St. Angustine’s Day School, Hooghly. 
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COVER STORY 


LYING has always fasci- 
nated man, Remember 
the story of the Greek 


Tearus, who flew too close to the 
sun? 

Daedalus and his son Icarus, 
were imprisoned by their king, 
Daedalus was a clever craftsman. 
He made two pairs of wings of 
wax and feathers. He planned 
to fly out of prison and escape. 
Daedalus 





warned 
Icarus not to fly too close to 
the sun, as the heat would melt 
the wax. But in his excitement 
at being able to fly, that’s exactly 
what Iearus did. His wings| 
melted, and he fell into the sea 
and died. 

Thatiis ofcourse, amyth. But 
it took man quite a long time to 
figure that out. Many eager 
would-be fliers tied all sorts of 
wings to their arms and jumped 
from towers. But they just 
couldn't fly. 


You would be quite amazed 
to learn that Leonardo da Vinci, 
the great painter, was one of the 
first to design an aircraft. (See 
box on next page.) He realized 
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that man’s body was not suitable 
for flying. A bird flies because 
of its light body structure and 
feathers. 

In the late eighteenth century, 
an Englishman named George 
Cayley made gliders, and even 
sent his coachman up in the air 
inone of them, After that, many 
experimented with different 
kinds of aireraft. 

Otto Lilienthal, a German, 
was the first to successfully make 
and fly a 


fn 
wa 
ise 





glider. But he was killed in 1896, 
while he was gliding. 


Tr was the Wright brothers 
(Wilbur and Orville), who built 
a plane with a 12 horsepower 
engine, and flew in it for 5 
seconds! By 1905, they had built 


KIN 





G?> 
, | 
= 





a practical aircraft that could 
really fly. 

In those days, most aireraft 
were built of wood and linen. 
aluminium alloy, stain- 
.cl and titanium are the 
s used 
Tonay, fyingisa necessary 
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and important part of our travel 
industry. Aireraft and flying tech- 
niques are being constantly up- 
dated. 

Britain and France built the 
first Concorde together. This is 
the supersonic (it flies faster than 
the speed of sound) aireraft. It 
was first flown in 1969, but did 
not carry passengers until 1976. 


LEONARDO DA VINCI 


He is welknown as the man 
who painted the Mona Lisa. But 
did you know that he was a 
sculptor, an architect, and an 
inventor, among other things? 

His inventions and ideas 
were a hundred years ahead of 
his time. He designed machines 
of war (like tanks) and studied 
how the birds flew. This gave 
him an idea how aircraft could 
be designed. 

Leonardo's notes could not 
be deciphered for a long time 
after his death. This was be- 
cause he was a left-hander, and 
wrote from right to left! 








It is an expensive aircraft to 
make, so it is few in number. 
Many countries objected to the 
high level of noise, when a 
concorde flies over them, Thus, 
concordes fly at maximum speed. 
only over the sea. 


AN aeroplane can carry 
passengers, freight, or can be a 
fighter plane. An air force is an 
important part of any army in 
the world. Itcan carry missiles, 
guard against them. 















THE first military acroplanes 
were used in the World Wars. 
The Germans had an air force 
of Zeppelins, planes named after 
their famous designer, Count 
Zeppelin, in World War I. By 
World War II, the Germans had 


THE CREW ABOARD AN AIRCRAFT 





nd 
pain 
He sits in 


The captain is in comn 
of his aircraft, just as 3 
commands his ship 









the left-hand seat in the cockpit, 
while the co-pilot sits on the right 

The cabin staff on TO- 
plane see that the passengers 
are comfortable. ‘They look 
after sick passengers, and 
provide food and other neces- 
sities, . 


























aE Ee 
A plane needs a place to 
land and take-off. So, every 
important city in the world has 
jan airport. There is a runway (a 
big airport can have many of these), 
for the plane to taxi on, before take- 
off or after landing. A big airport 
building houses many different 
departments, 

First, there Is a separate terminal 
for domestic flights, and one for 
international ones. There Is a 
separate terminal for freight airlines, 

The Air Traffic Control regulates 
take-offs and landings. It makes sure 
that no two aircraft lands on the 
same runway at the same time. It 
makes sure aircraft land one by one. 
Thus, there can be a queue in the air 
too! 










built up a really strong 
Luftwaffe, or air force 
‘They used it in blitzkrieg 
or lightning attacks 
against the enemy, 
Aircraft have been 
used for spying too. Fly- 
ing is exciting and adven- 
turous to those who love 
it, Even for us with our 
feet planted firmly on the 
ground, flying can be enjoy- 
able. After all, haven't we 
borrowed a leaf from the 
books of our feathered 
friends? 
SANDHYA SRIDHAR 


STORIES FROM INDONESIA 


i Kabayan, the 
hunter, longed 
to eat something 
rich and spicy. 
But he could not 
afford anything 
other than a 
square meal. He 
dreamed 


food whenever a haji (a pilgrim 
from Mecca) paid him a visit. 
So Kabayan borrowed a white 
robe, a white fez, and a flowing 
white scarf from his neighbour, 
disguised himself as a haji, and 
went to his father-in-law’s 
house. 





S i Kabayan knocked 
at his father-in- 


aa 


- 
a 


delicious chicken, 
aromatic in thick 
coconut sauce.... 
One day, a 
fantastic idea 
struck him. He 
knew that his 
father-in-law 
served excellent 
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suitably humble and 

© >) pious expression on his 
| face. His father-in-law 

‘was overjoyed to see a 


haji. 

“Prepare a chicken 
for our guest!” he 
shouted to his wife. 

Si Kabayan had a 
delicious meal. Smack- 
ing his lips, he smiled, 
“That was really tasty, 
mother-in-law!” 

His father-in-law was 
furious to have been tricked 
this way. 

“ll pay him back in the same 
coin,” he thought. 











ne afternoon, he too 
O dressed up like a haji and 
marched to Si Kabayan’s house. 
He knew that his son-in-law 


too, would honour a haji. Si father’s goat. It’s 
Kabayan called to his wife, “We tied at the back of 
have an honoured guest, dear. our house.” 


Freeing Kab. 
yan’s words, 
his guest, 

the haji, 

blurted 

out, “No, 







no, Kabayan! 
That's the only 
goat I own.” 
“Oh, I'm so 
sorry,” said Kaba- 
yan, “I thought 
you were a guest 
“Aren't you ashamed, talking poe wourhern 
such nonsense?” reproached Si “T@bia! 
Kabayan. “Just slaughter your LALITHA 


Have our goat slaughtered at 
once.” 

“Goat?” exclaimed Si 
Kabayan’s wife. “Where do you 
expect me to get a goat? We 
haven't so much as a goat's tail 
about the place.” 


eK 


INTERVIEW: 
6677 began flying years 

ago” Captain 
V. Sundaram tells us. 
And he still flies oc- 


casionally, This 
seventy-eight-year- 


old flier still loves 
planes, And he 


FOR PLANES 


enjoyed telling us about his 
long and exciting career. 

“It was quite tough trying to 
convince my parents that it 
was a good career,” he says, “I 
wouldn't blame them for tell- 
ing me not to fly. It was quite 
dangerous in those days. No 
meteorological services. No 
navigational aid and so on.. 

How did he develop this pas- 
sion for flying? 

“1 was excited when I saw 
my first plane,” says the cap- 
tain, “It belonged to Dr. S. 
Rangachari, an eminent doctor. 
When he realized what I 
wanted to do, he encouraged 
me.” 





6, a young Sundaram be- 
Sen to learn to fly a plane. 
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He flew his first solo 
flightin nineteen days, 
and ina month, he had 
his Private Pilot’s Li- 
cence, He then went on 
to become the first 
Commercial Pilot from 
the Madras Flying 
Club. 

Later on, the captain began 
his own air taxi service be- 
tween Madras and Bangalore, 
with a Fox Moth Plane. The air 
fare was Rs. 40 each way, 

“Rs. 40 was a big amount in 
those days,” laughs Captain 
Sundaram, 

‘Then he joined in the Maha- 
raja of Mysore's service as the 
pilot of his private plane. He 
also began the Government 
Flying Training School in 
Bangalore. 


© recounts an experience 

he had while flying a lady 
passenger. 

“She was hysterical and was 

vomitting,” says the captain, 

“So I force-landed on a stony 





little field beside a railway sta- 
tion. I saw her off on the next 
train.” 

One of his most exciting ex- 
periences was flying Sardar 
Patel over Pakistan, when our 
relationship with that country 
was strained. 

“It was the third January 
1948,” remembers V, Sun- 
daram, “We were to fly from 
Guwahati to Calcutta, To do 
that, we had to fly over Paki- 
stan. I told the Sardar that we 
should take an alternate route. 
He just asked me to fly on as 
usual!” 








aptain Sundaram has 

many first achievements 
and exciting adventures to his 
credit. He flew the first plane 
to land in the Ratmalana air- 
field near Colombo, He flew a 
medium-sized plane in twenty- 
three hours, from England, and 
had many adventures on the 
way. 

“It would take me very long 
to tell you everything,” he 
smiles. 

Mrs. Sundaram 
has a Private Pi- 
lot's Licence her- 
self. She has ac- | 
companied her 
husband as co- 
pilot many times, 
on his numerous 


flights. 


esides flying, Mr. Sund- 
aram has another passion. 
He has a soft spot for animals. 
He began the now well-known. 
Blue Cross in Besant Nagar, 
Madras, that houses animals. 
It has a clinic with a twenty- 
four hour ambulance too. 
“God has given me so much,” 
says Mr, Sundaram, “I wanted 
to do something for his crea- 
tures too.” 


istening to Sundaram talk 
Li his flying experiences, 
one remembers the exciting ad- 
ventures of Sindbad on his 
ship. So many incidents and 
adventures! 

“Flying is a marvellous 
thing,” exclaims Captain 
Sundaram. “It is like a picnic 
in the air!” 

SANDHYA 

SRIDHAR 
Photo: 
RAJU 












IDO bUuHURA 
Make miracles from leftovers 
Youneed : 
Leftover idlis 
Dhania and jeera powders 
‘Turmeric powder 
Coriander leaves 
Chilli powder 
Salt to taste 
Jeera seeds 
A pinch of sugar 


How to make it: 


Cateach iatt into four. Heat 
a kadai on the fire. Add oil, and 
allow the jeera seeds to sputter 
in it, Now add coriander leaves, 
the dhania and jeera powders, 
turmeric and chilli powder, and 
salt to taste. 

‘Add the cut idlis. Fry lightly 
till they roast. Sprinkle a pinch 
of sugar over it. Your Dokhra is 


16 cow Woon 


Recess 
ready. 





‘Tejashree, aged 10, 
Little Flower School, Hospet, 


EGG AND 
METHI 


BIHASI 
You need ; 


1 cup methi leaves, 
finely chopped 

6 eggs, beaten 

4 tablespoon oil 

3 onions, finely chopped 

4 green chillis, finely chopped 

Salt to taste, 

How to make it: 

Heat oil and fry onions till 
they turn transparent. Add 
methi leaves and green chillies. 
Cook on slow fire without add- 
ing water, till cooked. Pourin the 
beaten eggs, Add salt. Cook, stir- 
ring all the while, till eggs are 
properly scrambled in the methi 
bhayi, and set, Serve hot with 
chappatis or puris, 

Jubel D'Cruz, Bombay. 











PUZZLE 
The Root of the Matter! 


PADMA’s BA oe 
Sumas. 

‘Two of them have special roots that give the plane mechanical support: 

‘bwo have fleshy roots that store food: two have roots that help the plant 


Here are the names of eight plants, given in two col 
‘0 climb; ewo of them grow under the ground, but arent really roots! 

(Can you match each plant in columaA with is partner in column B,that has 
the same root type? 


Black Pepper 
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STORY! 


BALAJI IN THE 
ANDAMANS 


alaji was listening to the 
)history tacher, 

“The British sent Savarkar to 
prison on the Andaman Islands. 
They did this to many other 
brave freedom fighters. The Port 
Blair prison was the most well- 
guarded prison of all, Malaria 
was rampant on the island, and 
many prisoners died of it. Veer 
Savarkar was imprisoned for 
nearly a decade, but he never lost 
hope. He inscribed songs of 
freedom on the walls of his cell.” 

“Let's go to the Andamans, 
Kutti. I want to see the Port 
Blair prison,” said Balaji that 
evening. 

“Port Blair? Let's visit 























another Andaman island, a wild 
one with sea-turtles and 
crocodiles,” argued Kutti, 

“We'll do both,” Balaji 
decided. 

“Put on some mosquito 
repellant or you will get chewed 
up,” Kutti warned. 

‘They left the Madras coast 
behind them and sped over the 
dark sea, 

“Here we are!” said Kutti, as 
he began to circle down over a 
strangely shaped building. “It 
used to have a tiny central portion 
with long lines of prison cells 
radiating outward, like the spokes 
ofawheel. Alot ofit was destroy- 
ed before our government turned 
it into a national monu- ment. 
Now it looks like a claw, eh?” 

‘They landed on a patch of 
grass. As Balaji walked down, 
he noticed a strangely shaped 
object, taller than himself, that 
was standing on the ground, He 
jumped. 

“It’s just a flogging stand, 
silly,” Kutti explained. “They 
used to tie people to it and then 
whip them publicly. Behind us 
are the gallows where they hung 
prisoners. Shall we have a 
look?” 


Boaiaji was quick to refuse. 
It was eerie enough, walking 
alone in a prison ground at 
night. 

‘They opened the iron door at 


the entrance to one of the 
narrow corridors. Balaji flashed 
his turch into an empty cell. Its 
stark white walls dripped with 
loneliness. 

They climbed up the staircase 
to the second floor. It was 
identical. Row upon row of tiny, 
bleak rooms with a small barred 
window near the ceiling. 

Balaji looked down the list of 
names of freedom fighters who 
had been incarcerated by the 
British, He was surprised to see 
the names of many women on 
the list. 

“Was this co-ed prison?” he 
asked Kutti. 

“No. They had another prison 
forthe women, on Viperisland. It's 
close by, We could visit it next.” 





“No, thanks! I've had enough 
of prisons. They are depressing,” 

“You were the one who 
wanted to come here in the first 
place,” Kutti reminded him. 
Balaji was glad to take off again 
and put the city of Port Blair 
behind them. 

“What's the name of this 
island?” Balaji asked, as Kutti 
descended on the bank of alittle 
creek that was emptying into 
the sea. 


“Tes called Little 
Andaman,” Kutti replied. “See 
if'you can spot a crocodile. I'l 
fly just above the water surface. 
Shine your torch along the edge 
of the banks. The light will 
make crocodile eyes shine like 








EE ET 


OMAN 5 19) 





jewels.” 

‘They searched the length of 
the main creek and then began 
to investigate the narrower side 
channels, but there were no 
crocodiles to be seen. 

“This is odd, When I visited, 
all those years ago, the swamps 
were full of them,” Kutti 
remarked, 

“Let us land on the bank. I 
want to get a closer look at those 
strange trees.” 

“They are called mangroves. 
They have funny roots so that 
they can support themselves in 
the marsh tnud. Some of them 
have special roots that rise up 
through the mud to help them 
breathe,” stated Kutti. 

“Oh, shut up, Kttti, I know 





what they are, There are man- 
grove swamps in the Sunderbans 
and Orissa and close to Madras, 
too. I've just never seen one 
before,” Balaji said shortly. He 
was growing a little tired of 
Kutti’s bossiness, 





“Look, Kutti, why don't 
you rest here for some time, 
while I take a short walk inside 
the forest.” 

“Don't go too far. Be careful! 
‘The Andaman pit viper likes to 
hang on mangrove branches,” 
Kutti called out. 

Balaji clambered over some 
large roots that jutted out of the 
soil like knees. He moved away 
from the swamp and deeper into 
the forest, Around him now, 
were tall trees that were not 
mangroves. 

It was then that he noticed a 
tiny glow of light. At first, he 
mistook it for the eye of a wild 
animal. Then a slight breeze 
wafted in his direction and his 
nose told him that the light 
came from the butt ofa cigarette. 

He stopped dead in his 
tracks, What were people doing 
here? He strained his ears, but 
they were talking in a language 
which he did not recognize. 


Three men, he thought. 
‘They were carrying a large bag 
between them, Something was 
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in the bag, alive and struggling. 

“It’s a croc!” Balaji realized, 
with shock. “These men are 
poachers. They are going to kill 
this lovely wild creature and sell 
its skin. No wonder we didn't 
see any crocodiles here!” 

Balaji wisely waited, until 
the poachers had moved out of 
sight. Then he climbed a tree 
and looked. Yes, just three of 
them, camping in a little 
clearing. 

“I must do something,” he 
thought. He hegan to wind his 





POE! 


Tn the poem, My Face in the previous issue, the last word of all the lines 1 
poem, My Pi 





way back, as quickly and silently 
as he could. 


Something snapped. He felt, 
a rope tighten around his foot. 
In a minute, his leg had been 
pulled into the air, and he was 
hanging upside down. 

“Atrap!” he thought, horrified. 
“What am I going to do now?” 


To be continued. 

Next Page : Chitra the crab 

takes you to meet Muthu, the 

mudskipper. Learn about his 
peculiar habits... 








with one another. A Linmerick is a five-lined poem written on a light-hearted 
subject, in which the Ist, 2nd and Sth lines chyme. The 3rd and 4th lines have a 
different chyme and are shorter. Sometimes limmericks are about an imaginary 
person or animal. Here are two limmericks. Try writing your own! 


11 could write with pink ink, 
1d do my homework in 3 wink. 

1 usually take an hour oF two 
Because I'm forced to write in blue. 
Pink ink would really help, | chink! 


‘There was 2 lad called “Yavaboor” 
‘Who lived in a spherical room 

He was quiet and thin 

But created a din 

By fying in to school on a broom! 
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Study Hints 


ou would have just begun to study for your exams. If you are 
TVS good student, keop it up. I'you are average, cat on the 
wall!), try to improve every time. And if you are a below average 
student, do not feel dejected. You can get even a first rank, if you 
concentrate and study. 

What is concentration? It is, fixing the mind completely on an 
object, without any distraction. 

‘There is a story in the Mahabharata explaining the power of 
concentration, 


rona was the teacher of the Kauravas and the Pandavas, He 
once gave them a test in archery. 


He placed a wooden 
crow on the top branch of 
a tree, and said that each 
student had to hit the 
neck of the crow with an 
arrow. He gave each of 
them an oral test, before 
the ‘practicals’ 

He asked Dharmaput- 
ra,"Do you see the crow?” 

Dharmaputra replied, 
“Yes sin.” 

Drona: Do you see 
me? 

Dharmaputra :Yes, sit 

Drona: Do you see the 
tree? 

Dharmaputra: Yes, sir; 

Drona: You may go 
now. You do not have the 
necessary concentration 











to aim at the bird 

He asked the same 
questions to Duryodhana 
and got the same reply. 
He was disqualified too. 
Tt was Arjuna’s turn 
Drona asked Arjuna : Do 
you see the tree? 

Arjuna : No, sir. 

Drona : Do you see me? 

Arjuna : No, sir. 

Drona : Do you see the 
branch of the tree where 
the bird is? 

Arjuna : No, sir. 

Drona : Do you see the 
bird? 

Arjuna : No, sir, 

Drona : What do you 
see then? 

Arjuna : The neck of 
the bird. 

Drona : Go ahead. 
‘Take aim at the neck. 

Arjuna succeeded 

Similarly, when you 
are studying, you should not think about tiffin, 'LV., games, friends, 
ete. Concentrate only on lessons, during studies. 
Mitt» inventions and discoveries have beén made by sheer 

concentration. 

Let me give you one example. Many scientists were trying hard 
to find the structure of benzene. Kekule too, was concentrating on 
this problem, So much so that, he thought ofbenzene all the time 
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EXPERIENCE \ 


years old, and my sister was four 

years of age. She would always 
blame me for anything wrong that 
happened. If a pencil was broken, 
she would say, “Amma! Akka broke 
the pencill" 

Or if we shared a piece of cake 
equally, she would say," “Amma! Akka 
took a bigger piece of the cake.”’ 

It was a Sunday. Everything was 
okay, until my sister looked at the 
clock. 

~Ammial!”’ she shouted, ““Akka has 
broken a needie off the clock!’’ 

Mother was surprised. She glanced 
at the clock, and we both began to 
laugh. For the time showed 3.16. The 
hour needle and the minute needle 
were resting on top of each other. My 
sister realized her mistake only after 
the needle moved to show 3.17! 


T his happened when | was eight 





Nandita S., 
Bangalore 560 052. 
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One night, he 
dreamt that six 
monkeys were dan- 
cing in acircle. He 
woke up and put 
that down on paper. 
He thus found out 
the hexagonal struc- 
ture of benzene with 
alternate single and 
double bonds! 

I shall tell you 
another incident, 
that demonstrates 
the power of con- 
centration. 

here was a saint 

called Sanada- 
na. His teacher had 
taught him how to 
concentrate on Lord 
Narasimha. He 
wanted to see the 
Lord, and did 
penance at the top of 
a hill in a forest. 
But Narasimha did 
not appear before 
him. 

A hunter came 
that way and took 
pity on Sanadana. 

“Why are you 
suffering like this?” 
he asked, “What do 
you want?” 

“You cannot help 
me,"saidSanadana, 
“Tcannot explain to 
you about what Iam 
doing since you are 


ignorant.” 

“Tell me,” the hunter 
insisted. 

“Tam searching for an 
animal whose face is like 
the lion’s, but has the body 
ofa man.” 

“Is the animal in this 
forest?” the hunter asked, 
puzzled, 

“Yes.” 

“T have hunted in this 
area for long, and I have 
not seen such an animal 
till now. No animal can 
escape my notice, I shall 
catch it and bring it to 
you.” 

“You cannot catch it,” 
smiled Sanadana, 

“Lam sure that I can 
trap any animal in this 
forest. If I can't, Yl! kill 
myself before sunset.” 

he hunter wandered 

in search of the stran- 
ge animal. He could think of nothing else. It was about sunset. 
He was preparing himself for death, Just then, he heard the roar 
of a lion, and Lord Narasimha appeared before him. 

He tied Narasimha up, and brought him before Sanadana, But 
Sanadana could not see Narasimha, for his concentration was not 
sufficient. He could only hear the roars. 

ntensive study for one hour, can fetch you more marks than 

burning midnight oil with book in hand, and the mind 
elsewhere. 

The best time to concentrate is the early morning, when all is 
silent — the mind will be fresh and the air, pure, 

Good luck 





Prof. P.A. SEETHARAMAN 
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climbed a 
tree to cut 
weod for his slove. His donkey, standing 
below the tree, closed ils eyes and went fo 
sleep 

Just then a stranger ona horse, came 


that way. 





























the wood I have sawed in my life, if will 
mabe a big forest!” 
“don't elev thal,” said the stranger, 
“Why not?” demanded the farmer, 
"Bacon, whoa Gos bane sevied 
through the branch on which you are 
silling, beth you and the branch will fall 
fo the ground. 








“Think you're very clever, don't you?” 
soil the farmer, gelling angry. 





Jne need not bea clever man to tell 
gow thal” eeplied the sleongen, 

“Tcan see that 
you knew nothing 
about sawing wood. 
Tolling fo nou'lee 
waste of time!” said the 
farmer. 

The stranger went 
away and the farmer 
continued his sawing. 
Suddenly, there was a 
terrible crash, and the 
farmer and the branch, 
{allo the ground. 

The farmer picked 
himself up slowly. 
When he had rubbed 
oll his bruises and found 
that his back was not 
broken, he though! 
about the stranger's 
words. 

“Surely, that was a 
wise man,” he said to 









himself, “He foretold 
that I would fall fo the 
with the 


Thave never 









asked the 





ve?” the 


read the future, con't yo 





‘you a few things about m 


‘Whal makes you think I can read the 


WE 


“You said thal when 
Uhod sawed through the 
branch, the branch and I ie tel oie, 
would fall ' “My donkey ne 


and so we the farmer to himself, “So 












farm 





” soi the shongen sling, “L Je sorted fr home, fcling very 


see.... well ask your questions, bul Lean happy. 
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wee SAID 
(cw READ 
THE, Furuee 


[Nowdonkeysare very stubborn, and 
they always do the thing they should net 
de, So i was nct long befcre the donkey 
opened ils 
AATSHOUM! 
The farmer wos shocked. He jumped 
down from the donkey's hoch ond prested 
both his hands agains the donkey's ncse 
fostopthe nex sneeze. (Every bey bncws 


mouth and 


thal one always sneezes mere than ence). 

“How can my dookeyrbe such foal?” 
he said fo himself, and slocd there, 
trembling. 

Alera while, he decided fo resume his 
trip. But now he di net dare tore the 
denkey because he did nc! want if fo sneeze 
again, Se he walked beside it 

Seco they came loa freshly gleaghed 
fed, The farmer sepped there fra wile 
Jo admire the rich earth 

“A fine cropofw 
30 coins 











‘neal summer,” he said fo 
himself and bent down to 
touch the earth, and — 
AATSHOUM! 
sneezed the donkey for 
the second fime. 

“Two sneezes 
already!” he cried. “tl 
Gmiaalg ond anuete 
away from death, 
Surely, Lam the most 
adNanes wianialive: 
Thol stranger must have 
FP been the devil. He not 
coly foretold the future, 
bol bets wlan sy Socbey sneeze lool” 

He-snatched his hal eff his head, pul i 
ever the donkey's nese, and held if light. 
Thedenbex, unable to becathe, jumped and 
licked him. 

L sina in the el, the farmer hod an 
ea. He picked up two round slones and 
phoced them in the donkey's nostril, ike 
corks in a bottle, 

“There! Just let him try te sneeze those 







oul.” 
AATSHOUME 

The senes flew cul lie bllels from a 
gum, and bl the farmer inthe face. 

Ih! Ob! cried the farmer “Tam 

dead, very very dead.” 

Aa ely dow on the rood becouse 
iis ct eight bor a dead man lo stand up. 


M. BHUJANGA RAO 





had a talk with a computer | met ata 
computer training centre. | was working on a 
Basic program, when... when it abruptly said, 
“Hi, Missy!” Missy? Who was that? 
looked all around. | heard a voice again, 
“It's me! The computer!” 


OUTSMART US? 


1: Gurprised) C....can you 
speak? 

Computer: Why not? We 
are modern computers, you 
know, 

1: So what? You can work 
only with our help. 

Computer : Yourhelp? Never. It 
is the experience of different 
computer generations that has 
brought us here. 

1: Don't lie! Anyway why 
don’t you tell me about your 
different generations. 





Computer: Sure! 
Now I’m in my fifth 
generation. 


In the first genera- 
tion vacuum tubes 
were used in me, | 
was a very big very 
costly, slow, less- 
efficient machine. | 
had a high failure rate, 

I: Slow, less efficient, 


How inte- 
resting! ! 
Computer : 

Don't inter- 7 
rupt! (veryangry) Transistors were 
used in my second generation. | 
used electro-magnetic storage 
devices, Programming was done 
using languages 

In my third generation, inte- 
grated circuits were used. 








Q:Whichis the best placeto read 
a book? 
‘A: Between the covers. 


Q: Why don't bears wear shoes? 
‘A: So that they can go bare-foot! 
M. N. Harish, aged 11, 

Madras - 600 028. 











Operating systems were invent- 
ed. wasquicker,andmoreimproved 
than my past generations, 

Inmy fourth generation large 
scale integrated circuits were 
used, Operating systems were 
of high quality. 











1am the fifth generation of 
computers. 

Man appears to be smart 
but | am going to outsmart 
him, 

1 Enough, enough! You can- 
not outsmart man, He is very 
intelligent. 

Computer : Intelligent is not 
the word. Look at yourso-called 
BASIC program. Wrong, it is 
totally wrong! 

1: Hey, what did you say? 

Computer : (Giggling) Bye! 

Letusnotbelazy. Weshould 
do calculation for our sums 
ourselves. If not, you know. 
.. the computer will out- 
smart us! 








S. Ramya, aged 13, 
Cluny Convent High School, 
Bangalore. 





—__{pORTRY}—— 
A PARK 


A park isa place where many a day, 
Young and old also play. 
Some jump over others, 
And some kick or hit a ball, 
Some sit, some stand, 
And some walk, some run. 
Some talk, some shout, 
And some amuse themselves, 
‘But everybody has a nice time 

in the park. 


M. V. Kiran, 
Std. VIII, 
St. Johns English School, 





ETOLD BY READER: 





nce upon a time, there 
O lived a king who loved all 

sorts of novel things. 
Once, he announced that the per- 
son who told the longest original 
story ever, would bag a purse of 
a thousand gold coins, 

This contest attracted a lot of 
participants. Some told stories 
that lasted for over an hour, 
some told stories three 
hours long. 


+ 









One smart pundit told a story 

that lasted for half a day! The 

pundit would have extended it 

longer, but the king stopped him, 
“Stop! Stop!” he cried, 

“I've never heard a 

more boring 


soy in ory, 
ol S liter 


So the poor 
pundit had to leave. 


e- 
ng Another story-teller would 


é yo 


i 


be told, “This is not your original 
story! Didn't the great Rama Shastri 
write it?” 
Thus months passed. Nobody 
seemed to be the lucky win- 
ner of the bag of gold. 


hen one day, a 
Tivans lad pre- 
sented himself at court, 

"What can we do for 
you, young man?” the 
chief minister asked. 

“Lam here to tell the long- 














est story,” the lad replied, All the 
courtiers began to laugh. 

““Humph!” said the king, who 
was quite amused himself, “Why 
not? Begin the story!" 

“Once upon a time," began 
the young man, “There was a 
forest full of wild animals, in- 
sects and birds. They lived to- 
gether peacefully and were 
happy. But their happiness was 
not to last, for there came a big 
drought that dried up the riv- 
ers, ponds and streams in the 
jungle. 

“Soon, the animals began to 
die of thirst. Then one day, an 
eagle brought some good 
news. 

“To, the north of the jungle 
is a huge pond full of water," it 
said. 








“But how are we to get to the 
water?" asked the animals, “By 
the time we reach the pond, 
we'll ail be dead!” 

“Very well,” said the eagle, 
“I bring the water.” 

“The eagle brought some 
water in its beak and poured it 
into the jungle pond, The ea- 
gle brought some water in its 
beak and pouredtinto the jun- 
gle pond. The eagle....” 


he young man repeated the 
sentence over and over 
again, til half the day was gone, 
Soon it was evening. 
"Stop, stop!” cried the king. 
“What are you saying?” 
“Jam telling you how the eagle 
filled the forest pond..." 
“That's enough!” said the king, 
“Give him the prize, for he's a 
clever fellow.” 


Ashok V. Sajjan, 
Dharwar ~ 580 007. 
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R. Karthik, aged 6, 


Madras - 600 083, 








Preelam K. Mahajan, aged 13, 
C.KH. School, Bombay. 








8, Abhilash, aged 9, 
Kalpakkom - 603 102 








‘Amita Sabal, oged 9, 
St Joseph's HS., Bhubaneswar. 
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Oe siet 
nkar Kousik, aged 10, 
DILEA. School, New Delhi 
rere 








" Samrin Haider, 
Howroh - 711 102. 


Homework is sweet, 

Homework is good, 

Some like homework, 

And some don’t lke. 

| like homework, 

It's so sweet and nice, 

But do nat forget 

To do your homework 

Even if it s night! 

Shomanthy Ganeshan, aged 8, 
Shri Lanka. 
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‘ote: M. Porwathizom 
Oops! What a tangle! 
Separate them, quick! 

Stop, that scramble, 

Or, you'll get the stick! 





Photo : MK. Ramamurthy 


[am soft, cuddly and small, 
They call me naughty, 
Tell me, am 2 





SANDY 








YOU TOO CAN 
DRAW! 





















































74 Dayabatan Story 


yalaan, the minister 

for foreign affairs, 

had returned from an 
extended trip abroad, and was 
describing the wonders he had 
seen in other lands to King 
dayabalan. 
“In the country known as 
Varappunad, they have devised 
a new scheme for agriculture, 








said Ayalaan 

“Don't bore me with agricul 
ture!" said the king, yawning. “If 
it rains the crops grow. That is 
all there is to agriculture.” 

“In another country, Basiked, 
primary education is compul- 
sory.” 

“So they all sit around and 
read books, huh?” the king 
snapped. “Is there anything else 
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you saw?” 

“In Republica, the king 
stepped down and allowed the 
people to rule.” 


yabalan looked men- 
acingly at Ayalaan, who 
started quaking in his shoes, A 


change of topic was called for, 
thought the minister, and he 








started describing a beauty con. 
test 

“In the great city, Ezhilnagar, 
they have an unusual contest. 
They line up a lot of young 
women, and then choose one on 
whose head they place a crown, 
and proclaim her to be the queen 
This happens every year.” 

“You mean the queen changes 
every year?" Jayabalan asked. 





“Yes, your Majesty,” said Ayalaan. 

“Hmm,” said the king thoughtfully, 
“Here, my wife Jayarani has been the queen 
for so many years. So....” 

“No, no, no, Your Majesty,” said Ayalaan 
hurriedly. “This is not that kind of queen. 
They just select a beauty queen.” 

“Oh, 1 see,” said the king. “Isn't there a 
beauty contest for men?” 

“I didn't see any contest for men,” said 
Ayalaan. And then with a cunning gleam 
in his eye he added, “If there is beauty con- 
test for men in our country, of course, Your| 
Majesty will win it every time.” 

The hing chuckled until his belly shook 
like jelly. He was very pleased. 

“Let's have a beauty contest for women 
here too,” said the king. 


© Koothadi, the minister for cul- 

ture, was asked to organize a 
beauty pageant. ‘The next day, proclama- 
tions were made in every street corner. 
Young women were asked to report at a par- 
ticular time and date, at the king's court 
(er the contest. 

The announcements were repeated every 
day. There was great excitement among the 
people. Parents urged their daughters to 
take part in the contest, for as the Tamil 
saying goes, The young one is a golden pet 
for even the crow! A number of young 
women began grooming themselves for the 
event. 


here were three sisters called 

Mayil, Kuyil and Oyil, who were 
great beauties and most people favoured one 
of them to win. Then there was Chaya, 
another beauty, but many thought that she 





applied too much make-up. 
There was a chance also for 
Aroma, the girl who always 
decked herself in Jasmine flow- 
ers. 

As the date for the contest 
neared, excitement rose to fever 
pitch. Some men even started 
betting on the result. 


inally, the great day 

dawned. A’ milling 
crowd had gathered in the pal 
ace lawns, impatiently waiting 
for the event to begin. After a 
while King Jayabalan arrived 
on the scene, followed by all his 
ministers and officials, After all 
of them had found their seats, a 
panel of three judges was an- 
nounced, with the king as the 
chief judge. The other two judges 
were Ayalaan and Arivili, the 
‘minister for education, 

"Let the contest begin,” said 
the king grandly, raising his 
arm. 

There were twelve contestants, 
and they came walking in one by 


one, First came Aroma, her hair 
decorated with jasmine as usual, 
The crowd applauded enthusias- 
tically. Then came Mayil, swing- 
ing her hips stylishly. The crowd 
was delighted, Then there was 
Chaya, and then Oyil, and soon. 
The crowd expressed its ap- 
proval with loud clapping every 
time, Then came the next con- 
testant, and there was a gasp 


from the crowd, 
y [ V iis was followed by loud 
laughter and catcalls, 
for the contestant was Balloonita 
Baggy, the fattest girl in town. 
On she came, waddling her two 
hundred pound bulk. A prank: 
ster in the crowd blew a long, 
high blaston a bugle, It sounded 
very much like an elephant 
trumpeting. The crowd roared 
with laughter. Even the minis- 
ters were shaking with uncon- 
trollable amusement, 

But suddenly all noise ceased, 
for the king was clapping his 
hands. In the hushed silence, the 
hing kept on clapping as he 
turned and glared at his minis- 
ters. Thereupon, the ministers 

stopped laughing 
and started ap- 
plauding. Immedi- 
ately, guardsmen 


























went among the 
crowd threaten- 
ingly with drawn 


So the 


swords. 


crowd started applauding too. 

ncouraged by the 

applause, Balloonita 
“Started striking poses. She took 
her plait in her hand and twirled 
it, She stomped about with all 
the grace of a hippopotamus. 
‘She wouldn't leave the stage un- 
til she was asked to make way 
for the other contestants. 

When the contest was over, the 
Judges sat down to select the win- 

“Well, there is no need for any 
discussion,” said the king, 
“Balloonita bags the award, 
doesn't she?” 

“Your Majesty... she is so 
fat....” began Koothadi hesi- 
tantly. 

“And she moves like a rhino,” 
said Ayalaan. The king glared 
at him. 

“A very athletic rhino of 





* See February 95 Issue for Fat is Beau 





course,” added Ayalaan hastily. 

“What is the new motto of our 
country?*the king asked. Noone 
spoke. 

“Come on, have you forgotten 
our motto * that is carved on the 
victory arch? Tell me, what is the 
motto?” 

“Fat is beautiful,” muttered 
the two judges. 

“So who should win? The fat- 
test of course!” said the hing. 

he judges had to 

agree, and so Balloonita 
Bagay became the beauty queen 
of Jayabalpore. The king pre- 
sented her with a cup and a 
purse of gold coins. 

The disappointed crowd made 
its way out of the palace lawns. 
One of them said, “We thought 
the country was going to the 
dogs. But it is actually going to 
the elephants!” 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS Sts 





twas a cool Sunday morning, 

and | was sitting on a cosy 

chair reading an exciting 
detective series. Or | was trying to, 
at least, for | wasn't really concen- 
trating, | was worried... 

‘Anusha and Renuka,my cousins 
had come to spend their summer 
vacations with me.Ani was slightly 
older to me, while Renu was 
younger. They had come, deter- 
mined to enjoy themselves, and 
they had succeeded. if you ask me. 


WAL Man 


Right now, Ani was cooking a 
snack for us.And that's what wor- 
ried me.Ani is a cook-book buff. 
She would jot down every recipe 
she sees (God knows what for, for 
she never reads a recipe right.) 
Now the problem was, whenever 
she finished making a dish | had to 
taste it Yes,l. 


ow should that worry me? 
Well if you've tasted Ani's 


‘oe 





dishes, you'd be worried too. You 
wouldn't dare to eat the second 
spoonful, let alone the second help- 
ing! 

But Ani never gave up. 

“How much trouble I've taken 
over it!” she would declare, “Can't 
you appreciate it just a little?” 

‘And she would compel me to 
take a second helping,and il didn't, 
would burst into 
tears, 

And now, Ani 
was busy preparing 
another delicacy She proudly 
named it ‘Walkie-Talkie’ 
for (horrors!) it was 
her own recipe! You 
‘animagine ny fears... 























| sat there, 
restless... Any 
moment, an 
exuberant call 
would be heard 
inviting me to sample her Walkie- 
Takie, ugh! 


ture enough! There was Renu 
bursting out of the kitchen. 
“Come on! Sis has finished her 
dish!” 
“Hchas she?” | placed the novel 
‘on the shelf,and went into the din- 
ing room 








told my- 
self, sitting on a dining chair. Sud- 
denly, heard a familiar soft purr 
and.a gentle miaw from somewhere 
below. It was Minni, my cute litle 
pet pussy. 

She was round and chubby, with 
a pair of beautiful dark eyes, and 
‘one or two black spots on her milk 
white fur: 

“Run Minnil" | hissed,"Run! Ani 
has prepared one of those horrid 
dishes again, Run before you are 
caught.” 

Poor Minni too, wasn't spared 
from Ani’ cooking skills. The left- 
overs were forced on her, as she 
made desperate attempts to es- 
cape. 

Now, my words might have cau- 
tioned her, for she thoughtfully be- 
gan to move forward, sniffing the 
air. 


ust then,| heard Renu shout- 
ing her usual special an- 


nouncement,"Here comes a spe 
pws 









ial dish, the WolkieTakie, dished out 
by the famous chef - f-f- 

THUMP! CRASH!TINKLE! 

What happened? Iran in to find 
the two sisters lying in the mess of 
Wolkie-Tolkie! It was then that my 
parents, who'd been to visit an aunt, 
returned, 

“Oh aunty!” sobbed Ani, "It was 
that miserable Mini!” 

“Oh, yes!” sniffed Renu, “She 
tripped me..” 

| stifled a laugh The two got up, 
helped by my parents,and were put 
to bed.They suffered some minor 
bruises,and had been banned from 
entering the kitchen, 








00 bad! But I was thrilled, | 

ran out to find Minni. There 

she was in the garden, deeply in- 

volved in play, with my new ping- 

pong ball. gave her a hug,as she 
purred in satisfaction. 

Sigh!Who says cats are unlucky? 

PruthviV,, aged 13, 

Bellary - 583 101. 
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Ramu : Why do birds fly south in winter? 
Raju : Because it is too far to walk. 










"Tlic tis ane suirched 

‘on. Didi walks on 10 
the home-ade ramp, 
wearing a designer 
sui, The audience 
















(dad, mummy, 
eundna, grandpa, cousins 
and neighbours) Gasp in 
dination. 
How's thar? Ler’s have fon with home- 
iastiox-shows! You cay create New outfis, 
by mixing and marching jewellery, shoes, 
purses and of course, clothes! 
So lave fox, you would-be 
models ard desiquens! 
Rima Anan, 
aged 13, 
Bangalone - 560 028. 
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My Best Priend 


On the next two pages is a fun poster to be filled in and 
completed. Paste it on your bedroom wall, and show it to your 
best friend! 
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Illustration : MATHI 
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_ MY BEST FRIEND 


| My Best FRIENDIs-..-------------. 
HIS/HER AGEIS ~-_ eee 
es IN' esweeseeis ase cts, 








" HIS/HER HOBBy IS .___ 





Ss 





THIS IS WHAT 
my FRIEND 

Looks LIKE! 
age ool 


— — 
WHAT LT LIKE BEST ABOUT % 
HIM/HER. wees a sees nescoet 3 


THE TRAIT I DISLIKE IN HIM/HER SY 


Ay FRIEND Loves --.------------- 
NHAT My FRIEND LIKES INME - — 


VHAT My FRIEND DISLIKES INME -- _----- 
WE'RE BEST FRIENDS BECAUSE ______ 














OMBAY As the Bombay is the only 

name suggests, it was Place where one can } fhe 
perhapsknownasBeoutful find fast trains (that Pe | 

Bay. The Britishers who visited stop at selected sta- 
this islandslike area liked it very tions only),and slow 
much, Hive in Bombay,and Iike it trains (that stop at 
a lot too. all stations), side by 
side, The railway 


B ombay is one of the four stations are always 


major cities of India, Itis the | ¢rowded,and during "——-> 
main import-export port as well the peak hours,they —_Quvan 
as the main industrial zone, are jam-packed. ging 
During these hours, we. 


the trains are packed too,and one 
can't board them easily 


he Sahar airport is in 
Santacruz, where there are 
domestic as well as international 
flights. The runway lies between 
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Santacruz and Ghatkopar. 

The main tourist attrac- 
tions are the Gateway of 
India (Churchgate), Chow- 
patty (Grant Road), Marine 
Drive (Marine lines), 
Taraporewala Aquarium 
(Chuni Road), Malabar Hill 
(Grant Road) and Essel 
World (Borivali) 


Essel World is a mini Disney- 
land. Here you will find giant 
wheels, bumper cars, zyclones, 
etc. The entry fee is Rs. 100, 
and once you pay, you can 
have _as_many rounds as you 
wish. 





‘ombay has many posh ho- 
tels like the Centaur Hotel 


(Ville Parle), Kamats Plaza (Ville 
Parle), Mirch Masala (Dadar) and 
‘Ambassador (Churchgate). Church- 
gate is the main business centre. 


The Stock Exchange is situated 
at Churchgate. Churchgate is also 
one of the main shopping centres. 
The other shopping centres are 


CHR KA Nan DEK, 





Dadar, Crawford Market, Kemp's 
Corner, Zaveri Bazar, Century 
Bazar, Akbarally’s etc. 





here are also some places 
where you can buy stolen 
goods from pins to computers. 






at market is known as the Chor 
Bazar. You can get costly goods at 
really cheap rates 

The Bombay limit is Dahisar on 
the western side, and Mulund on 
the central side. Come to Bombay. 
Jewill be a visit you'll never forget, 


Raghavendra V. Pai, aged 16, 


Sathaye College, 
Bombay - 400 068. 
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rent HS. Davangere- 








ged 15, St Pauls COM 
ERS! 


» Bom 
© 2y - 400 009 


XK, 8. Vijayalakstimi 


Ware rae Pte 
» aged 
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iW prinestime once 0 nl Well-known artist Me 
Crellappan arrived at the office to judge the 
entries He was ie oan oback by he number 

nd searching, he finally 
inners. Here they are — 


RESULTS 





lof creative enti 
After a lot of sifing 


made a decis 


jon on the W 












(Ganesh told his friend Balu, “I saw a 
sawachame- chameleon today. It was a 
leon on his way to funny green colour!” 

school one day. Itwas “Green?” gasped Balu, “A 
sitting on a fence, and was chameleon is not green, it's 
staring intently at something. black. You saw some other 


Ganesh stopped to watch it. creature...” 

‘What a funny creature it was! It was a chameleon,” 

It's head and body were green retorted Ganesh, “And it was 
in colour. 


“Oops!” Ganesh 
glanced at his watch, 
“I'd better rush or I'l 


-CHWALEON 





green.” 
“Both of you 


butted in, 
meleons are yel- 
low, not green or 
black.” 
Arguments 
raged, thick and 
fierce. And almost 
the whole class 
joined in. Every- 
one had different 
views on the 
chameleon's colour. 
The bell rang. Nobody 
noticed it. They were busy 


trying to prove what the 
chameleon's.colour actually 
was. 


Thre science teacher 
entered, and smiled to hear 
her students so engrossed in 
their argument. 

“May | say something?” 
she asked. 

There was silence, as the 
class realized that their 
teacher had come in. They 
‘stood up and wished her. 

“Sit down," she said, “I 
heard your argument. All of 
you are right and wrong." 

The class looked at each 
other, puzzled. 

“The chameleon is a very 
clever creature,” the teacher 
began.- “It can change colour 





at will, either to escape from 
an enemy, of to fool a prey, 






“The chameleon can look 
green, sitting on a plant, or 
brown, on the trunk of a tree. 
The chameleon Ganesh saw, 
was most probably on its way 
to changing colours. If 
Ganesh had waited for a 
minute, he would have seen 
the chameleon change colour, 
to the colour of the fence it 
was sitting on." 

The class gasped in aston- 
ishment. 

“People who change their 
minds frequently, and who do 
not keep their words are called 
chameleons," the teacher 
smiled, “But remember, our 
‘chameleon has nothing to do 
with them.” 


VENKULAM DHANAPALAN 
SomvwMt 15 5S 


























rishanku was a 
T famous ruler 

of the solar 
dynasty. He was 
a pious man 
buthe hadone 
ambition, He 
did not want to 
wait for death 
for his soul to go 
fo heaven, He want- 

edtoenter Swarga- 
loka" in his mortal 

body. 
Sage Viswamitra 
lived in a forest In 
Trishanku’s kingdom, 
Once, when he was 
away, famine struck 
the land, Trishanku 
helped Viswamitra’s 
family with food 
grains and vegeta- 
bles, 

hen Viswamitra 

returned, he was 
pleased with Trishanku’s 
generosity. 
“| know about your de- 
sire to reach heaven in 
your mortal body,"’ he told 
Trishanku, “I'll help you 















Heaven 
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KING 


INTO 


COCORUT 


achieve it,’ 
Thusbegan a great yagna- 
to appease the gods, As 
the fire and mantras grew 
in strength, Viswamitra 
cried, *‘Rise, O Trishankul’" 
Trishanku began to rise. 
He rose higher and higher, 


MYTHS RETOLD 
BY READERS 


“Stay where you are!’’ 
he cried in anger. Trishanku 


aa? fan 10 stopped falling and was 

Indra and suspended in space. 
ona: Viswamitra knew that 

a is this? the king would remain 


fe it 5 
TE Ws there only for a little while. 


past the clouds, 
and neared the 
gates of Swarga- 
loka. The devas who 
saw Trishanku come, were 










with a long pole. \ 
In course of time, the 
pole grew into a tree, and 
Trishanku’s head became 
the fruit. Thus was born the 
coconut tree. 
Daisy Fernandes, 
aged 16, 
M.E.S.H.S.S., Goa. 


\ shone, 50,he Propped him up 
is 







coming to 
heaven and 
he's not dead 4 

as yet!"" 

“How dare he?’ cried 
Indra annoyed, and he ran 
to the gates of Swargaloka. 

“You can't come in!’ 
he told Trishanku, and 
pushed him down, As Tri- 
shanku fell, he cried out in 
fear, “O Sage! Save mel’ 


he sage looked up, 
and saw the king fall 
(ing, 












WN the ancient 
town of Patali- 
putra lived a 
great painter named Prakanda 
Gupta. ‘Though hardly twenty- 
five, he was famous as a miracle 
fartist. He could paint a whole figure, 
even if he saw just a part of it 
Amazing? Well, if he just saw the hair 
ofa person, he could paint him or her, 
even if he had never seen him/her. 

Our tale rests on a hair. Let me 





















Tar 





complete. apani 
gasped in delight. The bird 
was indeed beautiful. 
“This feather has been used 
for writing,” said Gupta, 
pointing to the sharpened tip. 
As he looked over the feather, 
his eyes caught a long strand 















of black glossy hair, wound 
around the base. He 
carefully pulled it out 
“The lady to whom 
this hair belongs is 
very beautiful,” 
said Prakanda 
explain. Tamarapani, a mer- Gupta. 
chant, wasGupta’s bestfriend. ‘Do 
He had returned after six paint her 
months of extensive travel,and portrait,” begged 
Prakanda Gupta went to visit Tamarapani 












him. 
Tamarapani showed hima JT took fifteen 
feather. It was glossy, snow- days for 





white and lusturous. Gupta to paint 
“I found this feather bya her portrait 
bush in Nagapuri, a town in And Tamara 















Dakshinapatha (South India), pani promptly fell madly in 
said Tamarapani, “Can you love with the girl 
paint the bird?” “T must marry her,” he 


“Why not?” saidGupta,and said, gazing at th 
began at once. As he painted painting, 
hesaid, “This bird is very rare, ““T_— shouldn't 
and lives by the Manasarovar in 
the Himalayas. It migrates to 
other lands during severe 
winters.” 

The painting was 
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have ever painted 

her," sighed Gupta, 
“Now don’t be 
foolish... how can 
you marry her?” 

“Oh,” sighed 
Tamarapani, “I'll 
marry none but 
her.” 

That's how Prakanda Gupta and his 
friend travelled all the way to Nagapuri. It, 
took them six months to make the journey. 

There, they showed the painting to the first 
passer-by that they met, 

“Oh,” said the passer-by, “She is Dhanya, 
the daughter of Mahendra Jala, the great 
scholar, He is well versed in Mantra and 
Tantra, and is an Ayurvedic doctor. His house 
is close to the forest to the south.” He gave 
them directions to reach there. 











[AHENDRA JALA warmly welcomed his 
guests. Dhanya served them hot food. 

She was just as Gupta had painted her. As 
the two friends talked with their host after 
their meal, Tamarapani became more and 
more annoyed. For Prakanda Gupta made 
no mention of his desire to wed Dhanya. 
Back at the guest house, Tamarapani 
angrily asked, “Why did you not make 
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a proposal of marriage?” 
Did you not notice the 
coarse hair that peeped out 
from behind her right earlobe 
under the glossy long hair?” 
asked Gupta, “The owner of 
that hair looks like this.” 

He quickly sketched the face 
of a short hunch-back, with an 
ugly face. 

“That girl we saw was not 
Dhanya,” said Gupta, “There is 
some mystery here.” 














HE next day, the friends 
nt to Mahendra Jala 
ketch 

















Kashi three months ago. But I 
was not in town when she left. 
Dhanya told me that she had 
gone.” 

Just then, Dhanya entered, 
Prakanda Gupta ran 
towards her and tugged 
her long hair. It came 
off in his hand. 

“It's a wig!” 
exclaimed Tamara- 
pai 





The woman 









with 
Dhanya‘s 
form, stood there 
with a crop of short, 
curly hair. Mahendra Jala 
was astonished. 

“This is not my daughter!” he 
said, and began to chant some mantras. 





Meena : Who is the richest 
girl in class? 

Rina : M 

Meena : Prove it 
Rina : [ have a money 
plant in my house. 

A. Mary Sheeba, 


aged 13, The woman slowly regained her original 


“Who are you?” asked Mahendra Jala. 


4 Tama witch,” she replied, “I wanted to learn 
I ‘Mantra Vidya from you. I knew Dhanya is 
your student and helps you in your rituals. That’s why, 
T exchanged my form for hers. But I couldn't exchange 
our hair, try as I might. So I cut off her long tresses, and 
made a wig out of it.” 
“Where is my daughter?” demanded Mahendra Jala 
“I've shut her up in an underground cavern in the forest.” 








‘AHENDRA JALA immediately chanted some mantras, 
The witch turned into an owl and flew away. They 
rescued Dhanya from her cavern prison 
Mahendra Jala had guessed that Tamarapani was in love 
with his daughter. He got them married off, and set off 
for the Himalayas to meditate. 
As for Prakanda Gupta, all he could say was, "Painting 
has become a dangerous art!” 
SEETHA NARASIMHAN 
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GATHERING 
FORCES 
bhay sat down again next 
to Sensei Muralidharan. 

“Who is Kathir, sir?” he asked 
ina half whisper. Sensei shook 
his head slowly, as if unable to 
believe what he had heard, 
“He is Kathiresan. Some 
I once knew very well,” 
Sensei. He cleared his throat, 
and went on, “We learnt karate 
together under the great teacher 
Murthy. Of course, Kathir was 
much younger than me, but a 
very enthusiastic karateka, He 
had dedication, intelligence, 
speed, everything.” Sensei 


THE 
| 











id 
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=== MYSTERY-SERIAL === 


stopped and again slightly 
shook his head. He was staring 
into the distance, as if old 
memories were playing like a 
film inside his mind. 

“What happened, sir? Where 
is Kathiresan now?" asked 
Abhay. He wished Sensei would 
hurry up and tell the story, 
Sensei looked Abhay in the eyes 
and began talking again, 

“As I said, Kathir was an 
ideal karateka, but he had one 
defect — he could never forgive a 
wrong. If someone ever did 
anything to harm him even 
slightly, he could not rest till he 
had paid him back. Hehad avery 
strong memory of what other 
people had done to him, and he 
normally succeeded in hurting 
them, back.” Abhay looked 
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puzzled 


Flow would he do that sir 
And why did that spoil his 
karate?” he asked. 

Sensei smiled grimly. 

“Abhay, I get tired of lecturing 
to you about the mental 
maturity we karatekas must 
have, Don't you listen when I 
talk about the mental approach? 
A karateka must never be 
mean-minded or petty, Murthy 
Sir lectured to us in the same 
way I try to teach you all. But 
Kathir didn't care. If someone 
had hurt him he couldn't wait 
till he had ridiculed that person 
in return, He would deny help 
to that person when he needed 
it, or make some cruel remarks, 
when the person was already 
feeling low. It was very mean.” 
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Sensei got up and went to 
open the front door for his old 
dog Bheema, who was 
scratching at the door to be let 
in. Sensei stooped and patted 
the dog, and gently pulled the 
faded brown ears. Then 
Bheema flopped down in a 
corner of the room and Sensei 
resumed his story. 

‘Kathir received all kinds of 


warnings from Murthy Sir, but 


he didn’t care. In the end, he had 
his black belt taken away from 
him,” 
Abhay’s eyes widened in 
astonishment. 

“How did that happet, sir?” 





he asked. 


“Kathir had bought a new 
black scooter. One day, while 
the paint was still shiny new, a 
friend’s cousin scraped it on the 
side with his motorcycle. It was 
n accident, The bikes were 
parked in front of the karate 
class, and this happened when 
we were all leaving.” Sensei 
paused for a moment. “For that 
one serape Kathir ripped up the 
seat of the other man’s motor 
le in front of our eyes, When. 
the other man reacted and 
protested, he hit out at him 
using karate punches. The 
other man could not defend 
himself, He was not even a 
karateka. He had just come to 
wateh his cousin in the class. 




















Kathir really beat him up right 
in front of the class. And the 
next week, his black belt was 
taken away from him.” 

Abhay was shocked. Imagine 
losing your black belt over a 
scratch on your scooter! It 
seemed ridiculous, 
Why should any- 
one be so re- 
vengeful? He 
shuddered 
when he 
thought of the 
uneven match. 













Sensei was 
talking on, “So 
you see. 









Abhay, Kathir was dangerous 
even in those days. I don’t know 
what he is doing now, or where 
he is, but we must find out ifhe 
is mixed up in this kidnapping.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Abhay 
automatically. His mind was 
still recovering from what he 
had heard. What were they to 
do next? Sensei leaned close to 
Abhay and said, “Don't worry 
Abhay. We'll all tackle this 
together. I'll get together a 
group of our best boys. You 
must try to find out 
from Harish’s mother 
what her brother is 
doing now. It’s im- 
portant that we find 
Kathir.” 

Abhay nodded. 

He got up, ready to 
leave. It was okay. 
He had some 
pretty good allies 
in tackling this 
whole messy busi- 
ness, Just for an 
nstant though, he 
was seared, He wished 
he had never been 
observant enough to 
spot the blue Fiat in 
the first place! 








That evening, 
Abhay followed his 
mother into the 
kitchen as she cooked 
dinner, “Amma, have 
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Ramesh 
Suresh 
Mails! 
1. Alcina Maserchas, aged 10, 
Bombay - 81 


What a cry baby he is! 


Yes, he'sa regular Prince of 





's mother 
His mother 


you spoken to Hari 
‘again?” he asked 
looked at Abhay. 

“Yes Lhave. Just this morning, 
Why Abhay? You're very worried 
about him, aren't you?” 

“Yes, Amma,” said Abhay, 
dipping his fingers into a bowl 
full of roast potatoes. 

“Well, the kidnappers have 
sent another message. The 
money is to be handed over on 
‘Thursday. Both of them are sick 
with worry about Harish, But 
the kidnappers played a tape 
recording of hig voice on the 
phone in which he said he was 
safe, Just bored and very home- 
sick,” 

“So they haven't harmed 
him," said Abhay. “Amma, can 
I meet Harish’s mother again?” 
His mother frowned. 

“Why do you want to meet 
her? Not because you are just 
curious, surely? It’s not nice to 
disturb people at such a time.” 

“No, Amma, I don't want to 
disturb her. It’s just that I may 
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be....,*he shrugged his shoulders 
“may be able to help her. 
‘There are some karate people 
involved in this whole thing.” 
His mother immediately looked 
concerned, 

“How do you know Abhay? 
Look, I don't want you taking 
risks poking your nose into 
something so dangerous.” 

“It’s all right, Amma, I'm not 
in any danger and I'm not going 
to stick my neck out,” said 
Abhay. “Please let me meet her 
once, that's all.” His mother 
wiped her hands 
thoughtfully on a 
kitchen cloth, and 
said, “Okay, I'll ring 
and tell her you are 
coming. But 
remember, don't try to 
be a detective or 
hero and land up 
in a mess!” 














Aitnay eyctea 
thoughtfully to 
Harish’s hous 
How was he to ex- 
plain to Mrs, Ranga 





rajan his sudden interest in her 
brother? He reached Harish’s 
house when it was already dark. 
‘The door was opened almost as 
soon as he rang the bell. He 
greeted Mrs. Rangarajan, who 
seemed to have grown thinner 
since the last time he had seen 
her. 

“Come Abhay,” said Mrs. 
Rangarajan, 
accepting 
the dabba of 
bisi bele bhath 
that Abhay’s 
mother had 
sent her. 







Giru = You’ don't seem to be growing 
any taller Motu 


‘Motu-: F know. It isall my mother's 

fault. She washes me'so often, that | 
shrink 

P. Kavitha, aged 11, 

Madras - 54 





“How are you?” she asked 
politely, but in a tired voice. 

“I'm okay, auntie,” said 
Abhay. He sat down gingerly on 
achair. Harish’s sister Hema, 
was playing with some toys. 
She looked up at him, smiled 
shyly, then ran to hide her face 
in her mother’s saree, 

Abhay was feeling very 
awkward. But Mrs, Rangarajan’s 
next words put him at ease, 

“Lreally appreciate your help, 
Abhay,”she said, “The principal 
told me the other day how you 
had identified the car in which 
Harish was taken away.” Abhay 
felt very relieved. He smiled 
and said, “That's all right, 
auntie. It was nothing.” 

‘Then, leaning forward, he 
blurted out, “Auntie, what is 
your brother Kathir doing now?” 


NEXT MONTH : 
AN UNCLE’S 
REVENGE! 
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THE UNDIR STORIES 


A 


THEFT 
at 


apa and Mama Undir had 
P genoauttora nner party 
one Saturday evening 

They had locked Sister and 
Brotherin, Mama gaveasparekey to 
Sister to uso in an emergency. They 
did this now and then, and the two 
children rather enjoyed being by 
thomselves, 

“Let's play ‘dark room’ after 
dinner!” suggested Brother 

"Foronce you have a good idea! 
remarked Sister 

So after they had finished their 
dinner, Sister and Brother ran up to 
their room to play ‘dark room’, Itwas 
agreat game. Alot ike regular ‘hide 
and seek’. But it had to be played in 
anabsolutely darkroom. Noone was 
allowed to hide outside the room, Of 
course, one could scream or make 
scary sounds! But the best part was 
the pillows! You could throw them 
about and even hit your opponent! 
Brother founda cointo toss inorder to 
decide who wouldhide and who would 
seek. 

“Heads!” called Sisteras Brother 
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tossed. But it was tails! 
‘Well," said Brother, “Iwin!| want 
to hide! 
‘Tum off the lights first! The room 
has tobe absolutely dark!” said Sister. 


othe lights were turnedoff. The 
room was bolted from theinside 
so neither of them would be tempted 
to hide anywhere outside. And the 
game began with Sister counting up 
to ity, while Brother found himselt a 


HOME 


place to hide 

"su Forty-eight, forty-nine, FIFTY! 
Here | come!” announced Sister 
beginning hersearch, The room was 
pitch dark. She couldn'tsee anything, 
She felt her way behind the window 
curtains, but there was no Brother. 
She tried to check under the bed but 
her hand could not go far enough. 

“Evei if Brother is there, | won't 
bbe able to see him!” she thought to 
herself, “So! had better crawl under 
the bed to feel around with my 
hands!" And that is what she did. 
With her hands outstretched she 
called, “Brother, are you there? Or 
are you lost? Tell me, quick! Oh, 
poor Brother! Looks as if he's lost! 
What shall | do?” 

“No, I mnot! 'mrighthere!" replied 
Brother throwing a pillow at Sister 
from under the bed, helping Sister to 
catch him at once! He just could not 
bear to be lost! 





twas Sister's tum to 
l hide, She was ready 
much before Brother 
finished counting up to 
fifty. Brother began his 
search. Sisterwas very 
very quiet. Butsoonthere 
was a thumping sound. 
Brother didnot pay much 
attention. He thought it 
was Sister Undir. Sister 
did not pay any attention 
either. Shethoughtitwas 
Brother! Brother conti- 
ued his search, Thon 
there was a creaking 
sound. It seemed to 
come from downstairs. 
As if a heavy door was 
being opened. 

‘You're cheating! 
You're not allowed to go 
outside the room! Where 
have you gone, Sister?” 
Brother thought Sister 
hadiettthe roomandwas 
hiding downstairs, 
making it impossible for 
him to find her! Sister did 
not reply. She thought 
Brotherwas trying to trick 
her into talking, so that 
she would be found out! 
How wrong both of them 
were! 


he entire house 

was dark. Sudden- 
lyalightwas switched on 
downstairs! Brother froze 
in fright! Then he felt a 
handtaphisshoulder! He 
nearly sero: t 
imm d 








covered his mouth, 
‘Shh, shh..." heard Brother. It 
was only Sister who had decided to 
come out of hiding. 

"| think something very odd is 
up," she whispered. 

iL it wasn't you, then who had 
turned on the light? Could it be a 
ghost?” asked Brother, frightened, 

"Probably robbers!" replied Sister 
ina very low voice. 

“Let's not go down, please! I'm 
scared” begged Brother. 








Do be quiel! They might hear 
Us!" whispered Sister. 

Brother scampered off to his bed 
and covered himself witha sheet. He 
didn't want to be found by robbers! 
Sister knew how frightened he was. 
She was a little scared herself, But 
she knew that if she let litle Brother 
see that, he would completely lose 
his head. What if he started orying 
loudly? What if he shouted out for 
Mama? She could not risk any 
such thing! So she sat on the 
bed next to Brother and held 
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Brother's hand, trying to calm him 
down, Both of them were very, very 
quiet. 


fter a litte while, they heard 

footsteps come up the stairs. 
Brother buried himself even more 
inside his bed and clutched tighter 
at Sister's hand, Sister held her 
breath, Somebody walked up to 
the door of their room and turned 
the handle. Brother was about to 
scream! But Sister held on to him 


very tight. The door opened. They 
saw two robber mice standing in 
the doorway —a very tall one and 
a short and hairy one. 

“All dark! No one here!" rasped 
the taller robber looking around the 
dark room, 

“Let's get away before the family 
gets back!" squeaked the shorter, 
hairy robber. 

The two robbers never saw 
Sister or Brother in the dark. They 
just left! 

Alter a while, Sister picked up 


courage to turn on the lights. 
“til call the police and you run to 
the neighbours!” she suggested. 
“I'm not going anywhere!” 
protested Brother. 












ust then Papa and Mama Undir 
J returned, They were puzzled to 
see the frontdoor of theirbanyan tree 
house wide open. Sister ran down 
and told them what had happened. 
Papacalledthe policeatonce. Mama 
Walked around the house trying to 


assess what had been taken. Sister 
and Brother followed her around the 
house. Their steel almirah had been 
opened and Mama's jewellery box 
was on the floor, empty! 

Luckily youworesomeotitwhen 
We went out!” said Papa Undir to 
Mama. He had finished making the 
call to the police. 

“The police should be here 
shortly. They are bringing along a 
fingerprint expert!” 

“Some cash has also been 
taken!” said Mama, checking the 





almirah 


he Undir family then went to the 

kitchen, 

‘Just look at the fridge! I's all 
messed up!” exclaimed Sister. And 
indeed what a mess it was! Grimy 
hands seemed to have opened the 
fridge, There were dirty stains and 
fingerprints all over the door. Papa 
took a napkin, placed it gently on the 
handle and opened the door. 

‘Why the napkin?” asked Brother. 


“We don't want to spoil the 
fingerprints of the robbers, do we? 
That way, it will be easier for the 
police tocatch them!" explained Papa, 

“Besides, Papa should not add 
his fingerprints to the mess!” said 
Mama, 

Examining inside the fridge, they 
found that the robbers had finished 
upallthe milk andeaten upthe apples! 
Brotherhad kept a partot his share of 
fruit cake on a saucer in the fridge, 
and now itwas all gone! He was most 
annoyed to see the emply saucer 
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without even a crumb on it! He felt awful! 
“These robbers are real meanies! he cried. 


J ust then the police came, They brought 
along with them Sharpie Mouse, the 
fingerprint expert. She began putting some fine, 
dark powder on all the door handles, the fridge, 
and everything else the robbers might have 
touched. The dust helped to show up the 
fingerprints rather clearly. She also took finger- 
prints of all the members of the Undir family 
Sister and Brother enjoyed that part! Getting ink 
on all their fingers and then watching the prints 
show up clearly! But Sister was a lttle puzzled. 

“Why mine? I never stole anything!” asked 
Sister as her fingerprints were being taken. 

“You seo, it's like this,” Sharpie mouse 
explained, "When we dust the place for finger- 
prints, we pick up everyone's. There's no way of 
tolling which belong tofamily membersandwhich 
could belong to the robbers. Once we know the 
fingerprints of all the family for sure, the rest of 
them are the suspicious ones.” 

| see,” said Sister. 

So do |,” echoed Brother. 

“Then you match them with the prints of the 
criminals that you already have!” said Sister. 

“Exactly!” replied Sharpie Mouse. 





‘apa and Mama were questioned about all 

the things that were missing. A list was 
made. The list also had to have the approximate 
value of all that was lost. 

‘want my slice of cake tobe listed too! twas 
my favourite! I'd been saving it up and eating it 
slowly, to make it last a long time!” Brother 
insisted 

The Police Inspector smiled. “And how can 
we value it?” he asked. 

Well)" suggested Brother, “Atleastten times 
the value of everything else put together! Other 
things can be got back when you catch the 
TAAL. '0bber8. bul my cakes gune forever” he cred 

“He sure has a point!” the Police Inspector 
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said, patting Brother on the head. 

‘Soon the police work was done. The list of 
lost items was ready. Finger prints were taken. 
The police team left. It was nearly 3:00 AM. 
Everyone had forgotten about sleep in all the 
anxiety and excitement 

‘t's time Sister and Brother were in bed! 
said Mama Undir, 

“Yes, then we can clean up!” agreed Papa, 
‘who continued to look very stressed, 

“Oh, please! We want to stay up!” begged 
Sister. 
I'm hungry!” said Brother suddenly. 
“Suddenly, so am I!” said Sister. 











othe Undirfamily decided to make a snack. 

Mama took some bread and buttered the 
slices. Papa decided to make a potato stuffing, 
He bolled some potatoes and mashed them well 
Sister and Brother shelled peas. Mama chopped 
some onions fine. The onions and peas were 
lightly fried in a litte oil and mixed with Papa's 
mashed potatoes. And the stuffing was ready! 

“Iwantthe first helping!” said Brother greedily, 
helping himself to a slice of buttered bread and 
the stuffing, and taking as big a bite as his litle 
‘mouth would allow. 

“Pig!” said Sister, punching him on his back. 

“Yuck!” exclaimed Brother, making a queer 
face. “There's no salt in the stuffing! 

“Serves you right!” said Sister. 

Mama added some salt to the stuffing, 
laughing at Brother's queerface. By the time they 
were all done, it was six in the moming. The milk 
‘and newspaper had come. 

“There's no point sleeping now!” said Sister. 

“Imagine, I've stayed up all night!” said 
Brother, rubbing his eyes. 

“Luckily today is Sunday!” said Papa 

“We can be at home waiting for some news 
from the police!” said Mama. 


p apa and Mama settled down to some hot 
tea. By the time they were done Mama 
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called out to Papa saying, 
atthe two kids. Don't they look ador- 
able!” 

‘There was Sistersprawiedouton 
the sofa, fast asleep. Brother had 
curled up on the carpet near Sister, 
ut like a light! What a time they had 
all had! Papa picked up Sister and 
‘Mama put Brother on her shoulders. 
They were taken to their room and 
tucked into bed. Sister and Brother 
Undir slept all morning 









hat Sunday afternoon, Papa 
called the Police inspector for 
some news about the robbers. 

“I have excellent news!” the 
Inspector replied. “The two thieves 
who ransacked your place had been 
‘operating in the neighbourhood for 
some time. They already have 2 
police record and we got a perfect 


Twant to get at the greedy 
Cake snatchers!, 








‘match on the fingerprints. My men tell 
‘me that they were caught earfy in the 
moming at the railway station. They 
were probably trying to run away!” 

“That's really good news” replied 
Papa. 

“And what's more, except forthe 
food, allthe stolen stuffhasalsobeen 
recovered! You should come to the 
Police Station to identify your 
belongings!” suggestedthe Inspector. 


ister and Brother wanted to 

‘cometoo. They hadino intention 
of missing out on the final part of the 
happenings. So all of them trooped 
tothe police station. Mamaand Papa 
wentto identi theirstolen belongings. 
Sister and Brother, however, wanted 
tosee the robbers. The Police Cons- 
table was quite amused by little 
Brother who kept saying, “I want to 
getatthe greedy cake 
snatchers! 

‘So he took them 
to the lock-up where 
they saw the two rob- 
bers! The tall one and 
the short, hairy one! 

“They're the ones 
alright! mgladyouare 
caught!” cried Sister. 
Brother caught hold of 
Sistershand. He was, 
suddenly scared, 

“twantto go back 
to Mama” he said. 

Robbers, police, 
{ringerprints, police 
station! Whatalothad 
been happening and 
what a lot Sister and 
Brother had learnt! 
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DRESS 
SENSE! 


When we went shopping, we got the 
‘ten dresses mixed up. Can you help us 
ito separate them? 
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K. Kavitha, aged 14, 
Sri Vidya Mandir, Salem, 











Solution on page 80 





WW sibetk ofa box and the pla is boxes, 

But the plural of ax should be oxen, not oxes, 
‘You may find a lone mouse, or a whole nest of mice, 
But the plural of house is houses, not hice. 

If the plural of man is always called men, 

Why shouldnt the plural of pan be called pen? 

When I speak of a foot, and you show me two feet, 

And I give you a boot, would a pair be called beet? 

‘We speak of a brothes, nd also of brethren, 

But though we say mother, we never say methres 
Courtesy : Dr. PSeshadri in 

‘The Hindu dated 1.11.94 
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Of MEN and 
MICE! 


EE MERCURY TALK Se 


| was once playing with a 
thermometer when it slipped 
from my fingers and fell with a 
tinkling sound. The fine glass 
shattered, and the little roll of 
silver metal bounced out. The 
mercury rolled itself into a 
shape with a face, hands and 
legs and.... 

Mercury : Useless fellow! 
Can't you take care of a small 
piece of glass? Ouch! What a 
fall | had! 

1: Sorry, 
sorry! | didn’t 
mean it! 

Mercury : 
You didn’t mean 
it! What a liar 
you are! You 
were trou- 
bling me 


when | was 
inside the 
thermometer 
tool 

tam 


ay very 
sorry! But our science teacher 
has asked us to write an article 
on you. | just don’t know 
what to write,...Can you help 
me? 

Mercury : Why not? But | 
have a condition — you 
should treat me with re- 
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spect..... 
promise! 

am a pre- 
historic metal. My source is 
cinnabar (Hg), whic 











found in Spain at Almaden, 
and in Italy, Austria and Cali- 
fornia, 

‘Come on! Write down 
what | am saying! 

1: Oh-ah-yes! 





number is 80, and my atomic 
weight is 200.61, My symbol 


ETAL 


TEND 


is Hg. | am a silvery-white 


liquid at ordinary tempera- 


tures. When you freeze me, | 
become a crystalline solid, 
very malleable and ductile. 

I: Slow down... let me 
write it down! .... malleable 
and ductile! There! 


Mercury : What a slow- 
poke you are! My boiling 
point is 357°C and my melting 
point is -38.8°C. My density is 
13.6. Burnt at a temperature 
of 350°C, | tum into mercuric 
oxide, This oxide of mine is 
used in paints that are used to 
colour the bottom parts of a 
ship. 

1: Really? How interesting! 

Mercury : | am the heart of 
thermometers, high vacuum 
air pumps... Mixed with tin, | 





make cheap mirrors... 
1: Cheap mirrors? 
Mercury : They don’t get a 
good finish you know... | am 
used in batteries too. 
(Suddenly mother walks in. 
Mercury disappears into an 
ordinary blob of liquid metal 
on the floor.) 
Mother : Sumit! What's 
this? Did you break that ther- 








mometer? Clean it up at once! 
1: Yes mum! 
Mercury : Hey, pssst! 
Remember the condition. 


Don’t sweep me out. I'm 


poisonous. 
1: 1'll put you in this bottle 
and take good care of you. 
(in class the next day —) 
Teacher : Sumit! Your essay 
on mercury was excellent, 
What books did you refer to? 
1: Ireferred to mercury, 
ma‘am! 
‘Sumit Narayan, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 035. 
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: YETRY )) 


KING Sy 


WHO HAD Y 


WINGS M 


Once there lived a king, 
Who had a pair of wings, 
He flew over the forests, 
To collect some wood 
And sold it in the market, 
To buy some food. 


M.D. Stee Vidhyo, aged 11, 
St. Joseph's Matriculation School, 
Coimbatore - 18. 


ANSWERS 


7 





BO conven ss 







twas Saturday morning. 
I felt bored for I had no 
one at home to play 
So I decided to visit my: 
Anusha. 
Anusha was busy studying 
for the exams. But as soon 
as she saw me, she put away 
her books. We sat on a sofa 
and began to talk. Then we 
switched on the T.V. and 





FAMOUS BEAR! 


EXPERIENCE 


watched the serial “The Plan- 
ets of the Apes,’ on Star. 
Soon it was over. 











looked all around and saw 

her notebooks lying on 
the table. I picked one of 
them up. It was her English 
notebook. I began reading 
the questions and suddenly, 











I came across one — 
‘Write short notes on 
William Shakesbear?'! 
I was quite sur- 
prised. Iasked Anusha, 
“Is it Shakesbear or 
Shakespeare?” She was 
jent for a few seconds. 
“Itis Shakespeare,” she re- 
plied, smiling, “I made a 
careless mistake.” 





















M. Grace, Std. VII, 
St. Mary's Hr. Sec. School, 
Kotagiri. 
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VIEWPOINT 


Dear Editor, 
@ This is with reference to all those letters that 
discussed what men and women wear, A few days 
ago, I saw a few girls in jeans walking by. Some 
watching boys said, “If girls begin wearing pants, 
what do we wear?” Do they think it is a disgrace 
to wear what girls wear? I have seen teenagers, 
both boys and girls, acting wild in public (trying 
to ape the west). Behaviour and social rules are 
certainly changing, Clothes do not really matter, 
for a girl has every right to wear what she feels 
comfortable in. 
Pavitra Jayaraman, aged 12, 
Bangalore -560 085 


Dear Editor, 
@ Schools and colleges are meant for all who 
‘want to study. But now-a-days they are meant only 
for students who have money, or those who score 
eighty percent, Opening schools and colleges has 
became a business. 
‘Thejashwini, Sta VIL, 
Christ The King Convent, Mysore. 


Dear Editor, 
@ Many teachersare unableto understand their 
students. They simply beat, give impositions, ete. 


as punishment. 
Students should be WHAT Do 


treated with more un- WE WEAR?!, 


derstanding, as these 
punishments don't re- 7 





ally work. 
Suswaram 
Veenadhari, 
Std IX, Little 
Flower School, 
Chittoor. 


Dear Editor, 
(@ I completely di 





agree with V.Mythili 
(January '95 issue). 
Women have begun 
wearing jeans and T- 
shirts, which are ac- 
tually men’s wear. 
‘Men wearing ear- 





ARE vou 





rings is common. Our 

great grandfathers 

wore them, and so did 
kings of those days. 

KN.Sivaranjan 

Rao, 

aged 13, 

Lisieux Mat. 

HS: 

Coimbatore. 












DEMOCRATIC 2, 


Dear Editor, 
@ India is said to be a 
‘democratic country, where 
all are equal. But, from 
the first page of a school 
diary to an application for 
1a job, we have to mention 
our religion, caste, etc. 
Can't we change this? 
Vidhya Nagarajan, 
aged 16, 
8.V.8.8.School, Madras 











Dear Editor, 
@ A few days ago, I read about te 
male infanticide ina newspaper. 
Do these things really happen? 
Tve heard women bless oth- 
ers, “May God give you 
‘boy baby” 
Does a girl ¢ 
babyhavehorns = 9 pow? 
and four legs? 2 
A girl can now equal 
> 8 boy in everything 
she does. 
Can you imagine a 
world without women? 
Nithya Krishnan 
Jagadish, 
Std X, Alvernia H.S.S., 
Ramanathapuram. 






Dear Editor 
@ Dowry is still a common problem, It is easy 
for the wealthy — they think dowry is a status 
symbol. 

Because of the dowry system, many parents 
dread the birth of the girl child, imagining fu- 
ture expenses. 

‘We should all marry without dowry, and with- 
‘out any pomp and show. 





M.Jyothi, aged 15, 
Alvernia Mat.H.S.S., Coimbatore. 
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M: of us love to play 
computer games. Computer 
games these days, come with a lot 
of visual and sound effects. Let us 
now see the history and growth of 
computer games. 

In 1972,a young engineer named 
Nolan Bushnell designed a 
computerised version of table tennis. 


€ia/s |\. 


This game was named PONG. He 
installed a test version in a nearby 
tavern in Sunnyvale, California, and 
the game soon became very popular: 


‘ONG’ popularity launched the 
computer game industry, and 
hundreds of computer games 
stormed the market. Earlier there 





Fes 2 same based on 
questions about high level 


languages. All you have to do is 
to start from Question 1, and 
follow the numbers. 


tel Sy, 


ae Mined Gove 


she 





axe STUOY Ro, oe My 


we 


1, FORTRAN (FORmula 
TRANslation) was the first 
available high level language. 

True - No. 23 is waiting for 
you. 

False - Jump to 18, 

2. Yes. APL-A Programming 
Language, is more easy to 
use than FORTRAN 
for solving complex 
mathematical problems. 
Hop to 22. 

3. Thishigh level language 
was developed by the 
Department of Defence (USA), 
for use in Military Systems. 






were only mechanical games.and the succeeding levels of complexity. They 
arrival of video games provided the gave the users notes such as rescuer, 
illusion of a real opponent. The leader, navigator, warrior, and more 
onscreen landscapes shimmered with Users found a variety of games 
motion and were fraught with peril like PACKMAN (which gobbled up 


for the <~—\-—~ dots as he worked his way 
unskilled. (7 SICK AMP) through 2 maze), ASTEROIDS 












ed a4 
thalenged TIRED OF ¢ 
Bere, CALATING, « 


seracagies and /MDOOR 
rise through | GAMES! 
———— 





ADA. Proceed to 16, 

PASCAL, 7 
will be your 
next stop. 

4, Wrong! 
Now proceed 
to No. 9, 

5. Huh! 
Proceed to 2. 

6.Yes, you 
are right. ‘This 
language devel- 
oped by Nickalus 
Writh in 1968, is very popular, 


and similar to C in many ways, tea ae level 
Go to 13. L ee val om 
7. No! Back to 3. sthiaca ea 


8. Correct. See 25. Sontroly 24 


9. Correct! Now go to 3. seliver \\\ QR 
10. No, back to 13. 
11. No. Go to 20. O\ \" 


—> 


use on micro computers. It 


12. Correct. Now see 21 
13. This programming Q 


language was designed for 
SoMa BT 


(players fended off approaching 
UFO's and colliding celestial bodies, 
all the while trying to avoid probing 
friendly space beings), and 
PARATROOPER (in which the 
players down enemy planes and 
defend themselves against attacking 
paratroopers). 


tutnotall people were attracted 









by computer games, There 
‘were many who felt that computer 
games have an evil effect on young 


software that is easy to use, and 
highly efficient, 

C, See 8, 

APL, Hop to 10. 

14. This programming langu- 
age, a mathematically 
structured one, is popular (“ 
for problem solving 
application 

APL - Jump to 2. 
FORTRAN - Proceed 
to 5. 

15. Importance of this 
programming language was 
its elegant structure. 













115 TOO MUCH 
HE WANTS 

A ComeuTeR 
To PLAY 


minds, and distract children from 
their studies. One town in the 
United States even banned computer 
¢games,and later withdrew the order, 
Instead, computer games attracted 
young people and encouraged them 
to learn more about computers. 
‘Computer games is also one of the 
‘reasons for the increasing popularity 
of micro computers, 


11975, retail stores began selling 
games that could be played at 


COBOL 66 - Go to No. 4. 

ALGOL 60 - No. 9 is waiting 
for you. 
16.Bull's eye. ADA was 
developed by the Dept. of 
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home by connecting a game box. 
Their popularity soared even higher, 
and Bushnell founded a company, 
ATARI, which sold more than ten 
million games in three years. The 
early programs were text-based and 
did not involve many graphical 
features. 


M Mest computer games are so 
advanced that they can provide 


graphical features that attract 


Defence. This language, as you 
know, is named after Ada 
Lovelace, the first programmer. 
Now see 24. 

9, 17. No! You are 
** wrong.For the correct 

answer see 6. 

18, Hard luck! Try 
No. 1 again, 
19. BASIC is an all- 
purpose easy to use 
language.But for the 
correct answer 
proceed to 12. 

20. Yes. Now go 
to 14. 

21. This Langu- 
age was developed by 
John Kemeny and 
Thomas Kurtz at 
Dartmouth college. 

C- Move to 11. 

BASIC - Jump 

to 20. 





















children and adults alike. Computer 
‘games have also changed from being 
just entertainment softwares, to 
softwares that challenge even human 
brains. Like the chess-playing 
computer that defeated Gary 
Kasparov, the World Chess 
Champion, and many other 
Grandmasters. 

So, next time when you play a 
game on your computer, thank the 
‘man who designed the first game. 


22. PASCAL is one of the high 
level languages, which accord- 
ing to programmers, is a joy to 
use. 

False - Jump to 17. 

‘True - See 6, 

23. What a start! Fortran was 
developed in 1956 for use on 
IBM-704 range computers. Now 
proceed to No. 15. 

24. This programming lan- 
guage’s inclination towards 
English has turned it into a 
verbose language from the 
programmer's point of view, 

BASIC - Next stop of yours 
will be 19. 

COBOL - Go to 12. 

25. How was the trip with 
computers? Hope you learnt 
more from this game. See you 
again next month. 

Computer Point, Adyar, 
Madras. 
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INTERVIEW 


ll of us love to dream 
about what we'll be when 







we grow up. 
Becoming. pilot is one favour- 
ite dream for most people I 
know. Because flying conjures 
up images of blue skies, a 
powerful plane, good salaries 
and an exciting career. 
Deepak Parashuram too, 
dreamt of becoming a pilot 
since he was in the fifth stand- 
ard. And he is very close to re- 
alizing it today, Armed with 
his Private Pilot's Licence, 
Deepak is flying very close to 
getting his Commercial Pilot's 
Licence. 

We talked to Deepak to find 
out how he went about i 


bali i 


a 





Gokulam : How old do you have 
to be to start learning to fly? 

Deepak : You have to be at least 
sixteen years of age. You should have 
passed Plus Two with maths and sci- 
ence. This is essential if you have to 
become a commercial pilot. For hobby 
flying, you can have a Class Twelve pass 
in commerce. 

Gokulam : Who is a commercial 


Do You 
Dream of 
Flying? 





pilot? 

Deepak :A commercial 
pilot flies planes for a liv- 
ing. He would have trained 
con bigger planes like the 
boeing. A hobby flyer will 
have experience flying 
small planes only. 

Gokulam : How do 
Yyou begin to fly? 

Deepak : You have to 
have a medical certificate 
from a good medical hos- 
pital.Then you join any Fly- 
ing Club in your city. very 
‘major city has a Flying Club 
(or a Private Training Insti- 
tute, 

Gokulam : Is it expensive? 

Deepak :Very.So you should have 
an aptitude for fying. You should not 
have vertigo (ear of heights), and you 
should be determined that you will 
quality 

‘Gokulam : How long does it take 
to become a pilot? 

Deepak : It depends on you. You 
need sixty hours of fying to get your 
Private Pilot’ Licence (PPL) and 250 
hours of flying to get a Commercial 
Pilot's Licence (CPL). But you have to 
get a Student Pilot's Licence before 
you even begin to fy Its like the LLR 
for cars and bikes. 

Gokeulam :You said that the course 
is very expensive. Are there any schol- 
arships or aids for it? 

Deepak : Well... there are schol- 
arships for it. And some banks may 
help with an education loan... 
‘Gokulam : You talked about a PPL 













































and CPL.What’ the difference? 

Deepak :A private pilot will have 
‘to train on bigger planes to become a 
‘commercial pilot. It takes about three 
to five years of training as a commer 
ial pilot, after you join an airline. 

Gokulam : Are there any exams 
to write? 

Deepak :You have to write exams 
to get 2 Student Pilot's Licence. For 
your PPL, you have to pass exams too. 
The technical exams are very dificult. 

Gokulam : How do you feel when 
you fly? 

Deepak : Flying is wonderful. e's 
almost addictive. 

Gokulam : Do you think its a 
ream come true? 

Deepak : | will, when | make it to 
the cockpit of an airliner! 


S. SRIDHAR 








PLANT LIFE— 
The coriander family is 

known as Umbelliferae. 

Botanically, coriander is known 

as Coriandrum sativum, and in 

Hindi it is called dhania. 






















n most of our dishes, we 
prinkle the delicious 
looking leaf, that smells 
good too. What is this leaf? It is 
coriander. But why do we use it 
80 often? Besides its smell and 
flavour, the leaf has many 
properties that help us keep 
good health. So let’s look at 
coriander more closely... 


Cc oriander is a small 
short-lived herb, 
that is a native of 
Mediterranean 





he plant is a herb, with a 
tender stem and hollow 


intewnodes. The leaf is broad 
with split margins. All parts of 
this plant have a canal 
region. It has 
spread to all 


parts of the world 

now. It is cultivated all over containing ethereal oil or resin, 
India, specially in M.P.andU.P, with a characteristic pleasant 
in Jarge quantities. smell. The plant grows up to 
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two or three feet high and 
produces small pinkish white 
flowers. The lower leaves are 
broad and the upper ones are 
narrow. The stem is juicy. 

‘The flowers are arranged in 
clusters called Umbel. The 
flowers secrete large amounts of 
honey, but have no smell. But 
the aromatic oil present in the 
other parts the leaf and stem, 
attract insects, which pollinate 
the flowers. 

The flower then turns into 
fruit. 








PLACES OF 
INTEREST 

















HOLLAND 


‘lland is a flat country in 

Northern Europe. It is a 
land of green fields, rivers and 
canals. Itis aland of towns and 
factories too. In winter, the 
rivers flood and fill the fields with 
water, Windmills puinp out the 





The leafis a rich source of 
vitamin C, and vitamin A. It is 
also a good apetising agent. The 
fruit smells good, and is used in 
all our masala preparations 

Decoction made out of the dry 
fruit, is used to cure stomach 
upsets, rheumatism and neuralgia. 

More than anything else, it has 
apleasant aromaticsmell which 
isapetising and mouth-watering. 


Je yet another aromatic 
‘seed which we use in our 
masala preparations is a sister 
of coriander. Jeera is botanically 
known as Cumnum eyminum, 
It is a prominent spice, grown 
all over India, specially in the 
Punjab. 


GEETHA 
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water. The sea water is kept out 
with big walls called dykes. 

The Dutch grow rich grass in 
their fields. They keep lots of 
cattle and make fine butter and 
cheese. The cheeses are round 
with red rings. Dutch farmers 
plant bulbs too. In spring, you 
can see many kilometres of 
colourful and attractive flowers. 
















1a Subramaniam, 
aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 089. 











: = COVER STORY. 

Group Captain W. Sundaram who 

ENS OC described his passion as an‘urge 
- to fly’ 


Ay Gokulam : What made you 
if, join the air force? 


G \I 1 A | Gp. Capt. Sundaram : | would 





hey are of 
course, our 
Air Force. Gokulam 
visited the Air Force 
Station at Tambaram, Madras, and 
discovered a whole new world of 
flying-The Air Force Station houses a 
School for Flying Instructors. Pilots describe it as an urge to fly, Were a 
trained to be instructors are sent to special breed who love to fly. In my 
other Air Force Stations in the generation, it was not the job that 
country, to 
train fresh 


young pilots. 
We met 
CO-FIS 





—— THE AIR FORCE 
attracted us, but the flying. 

Gokulam : Have you ever been 
at the warfront? 

Gp. Capt. Sundaram : Yes. In 
"71. It was the Battle of Longewala 
against Pakistan. It was a fight of air- 
craft versus tanks. 

Gokulam : What did you feel to 
actually be at the warfront? 

Gp. Capt. Sundaram (laughs) : 
‘Well, was still quite young then,and 
| didn’t actually fight as such. But it 
was exciting The initial reaction was 
fright, but it passed, and it was quite 
an experience. 

Gokulam : Does it scare you 









Te akonag paieuars opng Pa Davee 
1 SSORULALT te Engian Morty se 
Be tie ey ht be apa 


FORM IV 
















2 Peotety  Paseston Many 


















Newry inden 
sown ARI oa cay 
Chanel nate Val 
Sow IC, an ny 
fae Nig as #0 040 
Smamagae = Sn bar 
Nase {Rams Roa, 
intreos Cary, 
Sea hae 
ere 2000 






Vimy dca page abr ae 
soetentl my women ete 





Pio 





when you think you may die at war? 
Gp.Capt Sundaram : That's a fa- 
talistic way to thinkYou can die quite 
simply when you're crossing the 
street. You can't be fright- 

ened of death. 

Gokulam : Have you 
had any close encounters 
during your flying days? 

Gp. Capt. Sundaram : 
I've had quite a few. And 
‘what saves you then,is skill, 
presence of mind, and of 
course, luck. 

Gp. Captain Sundaram 
wears tiny insignias on his 
chest little gold torch, that 
symbolises that he's an in- 
structor.is pinned to the flap 
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of his right 
pocket. Below it, are 
three stars that is a flight safety 
award.You can be awarded one star, 
two or three, depending on your 
safety record in flying. On the left 
pocket is pinned a pair of gold wings, 
called the Master Green. This indi- 
‘cates your flying limits when you 
are actually flying the plane.The of- 
ficer with the Master Green can fly 
further off than one without. 
G ‘okulam then moved on to a 
classroom packed with young 
pilots learning to become flying 
instructors, 

All the young trainees admit that 
it was flying that attracted them to 
the air force. Then why not become 
commercial pilots, we asked. 


Toa 


“Training to become a commer- 
cial pilot is too expensive,” was the 
answer, “Anyway, air force flying is 
more exciting” 

“How's that?” we asked. 

“Ie like the difference between 
driving a Maruti car and a formula 
car one young pilot answered. 


as it love for their 
W Caney oat ace 
them join the Air Force? This 
question drew many different 
answers. 

“Patriotism came after we joined” 

“Love for the country increases 

“We do feel patriotism now that 
we are in here!” 

“Not reall. It's just like another 
jobs" 

An airforce pilot is forever in a 
state of readiness and is exposed to 
danger during war. Does the thought 
scare them? 

“Not at all! We do combat sor 
tles and stage mock-battles everyday. 
War doesn't really scare us.” 

Flying, for these young pilots, is a 
different experience altogether. 

“We enjoy ourselves up in the ar," 
they say."We feel peace.” 





s.s. 
Photos : RAJU 
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SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 
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